The TrdgtMe ofH amlet 

And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 

But euen hismother (ball vnehargethe pradbic. 

And call it accident. 

Laer, My Lord! will be told. 

The rather if you could deuife it lo 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls tight, - 

You hauc bin talkt of fince your trauel Imtteh, 

And that in Hamlets hearing for a quahtie 
Wherein the, f.y ,o. flhne, tonme^mr 
Did not together plucke fuch enuie from him. 

As did that one, and that in my regard 

Of the vnworthieft fiege. , 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? ^ 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth 

Yet need full too, tor youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carekife liuerie that it weares 

Then tiled ege/hi.f.ble., arid tns w'd. 

Jmpntdnghefhh end geeneneffei two monethe fine. 
Heere «»s ■ .Gentl «»j the Tr«cb, 

Whh th^ brauebeS ^fo farce hT topt rae thought. 
That I in forgerie offhapes and tucks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman waft ? 

King. A Norman. 

Lair. Vpon my life Lamord. 

S^vSi^tUheUtheh^hlndeed. 

And gfue you fuch a mafterly report 

For arc and exercife in your defence, 

Andforyour Rapier moftelpeoaii, 

Thathecrid out tVouldbc a fights dec 


(prince of Denmark 

If one could march you; the Scrimers of their nation 
Hefwore had neither motion, guard, nor etc, 

If you oppos’d them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuie. 

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg 
Your fodaine commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

Ksng.Not that I think you did notloue your father, 
But that I know, loue is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it. 

There Hues within the v ery flame of lou# 

A kind of weeke or fnuffe that will abate it. 

And no thing is at a like goodneffe flill. 

For goodneffe growing to a.plurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would s for this WtttUl chsng 
And hath abatements and delayer as many, 

As there are longues , are h ands, are accidents^ 

And then this Sbettld is like a fpend-thrift* figh. 

That hurts by eafing; but to the quicke of th’vlcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i'th Church. 

King, No place indeed fhould murther fanduarize, 
Rcuenge fhould hauc no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you do this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return'd, fhall know you are come home, 
Wtcle put on thofc fhall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
ThcFri0ffoMwgaueyou:bring you in in fine together 
And wager ore your beads; he being renufTe, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriuing. 


